TRAVEL-DIARY
May 4
After breakfast we started off to find the headquarters
of the New Fourth Army. The outward appearance of
Nanchang is most deceptive. From across the river it
looks almost as imposing as Hankow. The Burlington
Hotel stands on a fine broad ring-boulevard, laid out with
grass and planted with trees soon after the proclamation
of the New Life Movement. But the inner town remains
filthy, tortuous, and picturesque; stinking lanes, full of
pot-holes, wind their way round evil-smelling, stagnant
lakes. After nearly an hour of inquiries we discovered the
house we were looking for—a half-empty mansion with
big, weed-grown courtyards, near to the Three-Eyed Well.
Anything less military could hardly be imagined. We
were received very politely by two men and about a dozen
little boys, who told us that all the responsible officers
were away somewhere near the front, but that they would
be returning to Nanchang soon.
Next we went to the offices of the Salt Gabelle to call
on M. Berube, who is a friend of the Consul-General in
Hankow. The Chinese manager most kindly lent us a car
to drive out to a little camp of ply-wood huts, standing in
a fir-plantation about a mile outside the city. M. Berube
and his staff have moved there to escape the air-raids,
which have been very frequent and have caused a great
deal of damage. This camp used to belong to an Italian
firm of aircraft manufacturers. The Italians were found
to be in league with the Japanese, so they had to leave in
a hurry. Berube has nicknamed the place TrascatiV.
A confirmed Anglophile, small and dapper and face-
tious, he speaks excellent idiomatic English. During the
war he served with the French Air Force: his father was
a spy in Copenhagen. He has an English wife. He pre-
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